CHAPTER 1 AN INTRO 


I woke up in a disoriented state. My blanket on the cold tiled floor. I read the clock standing on 
the desk about seven feet away from me. It said six thirty six, my shift started at nine o'clock, so 
I had enough time. But the last week of work was always the worst. I’d been warned that he’d 
be let go due to budget cuts in the department. But he didn’t think it’d happen so soon. Now I 
had no more options for jobs or for anything. I put all his time into policing, and while it was a 
thankless job with thousands of opinions on how I should do it. I was tired of it, of everything. 
At Least my part would be over soon, but there aren’t don’t any jobs for laid off investigators 
with no skills. Maybe I could find one of those programs for ex-government workers? One that 
could at the very least help me with my circumstance. After thinking about what to do for the 
future I read the clock and it stated six forty. So I reached for my closet door next to my bed and 
I grabbed the handle, pulling myself up in the process. I scrolled through my outfits for my 
uniform. 

“Suit, Blazer, windbreaker. My uniform. Isn't it here?” 

I was caught off guard like a kid with a quiz he didn’t study for. So I thought to myself for a bit 
and realized that I might have left it at the department. So just before I got ready I cracked an egg 
and scrambled it then toasted some toast with coffee and headed on my way. Then I pulled out of 
my driveway in my 1986 Buick Regal, it still needed some of the brake pads replaced but mostly 


it was fine. I backed into the street then changed gears making a 3 point turn and I continued on 


the street away from my two bedroom apartment. I then went through a four way intersection 
after about one hundred feet, I went straight and switched lanes into the freeway and drove for 
about fifteen miles occasionally switching over lanes to reach my destination. Then I took the 
exit to my station and arrived and parked in my usual spot. I sorta owned it from the first day I 
had this job and I parked there. And surprisingly for the most part no one tried to take it. It was 
nothing like when I was a rookie detective, little to no one respected you here. The training was 
tough, and I was absolutely not ready for it. But back then I had nothing to lose from failing the 
course. I had nowhere to live, almost nothing I owned, and I only had my car to sleep with him. 
But now that I’ve lost the job I’ve only got things to lose. And now I’m losing them again. What 
am I gonna- 

“Hey Joe!” said Brian with a casual tone in his throat and a box of donuts in his hands. Brian had 
always been a joy at the office, even with some of the gruesomest things going on he’d always be 
prepared for it. And would always be ready to throw the dirt bag who scalped someone’s face off 
behind bars for the rest of their life. 

“Oh, hey Brian what's good?” 

“Well, not much considering that a bunch of people are getting cut like-” 

“Like me ?” 

“Yeah like you, and I just don’t get it because some of these people have worked on really 
serious cases. Like with gangs and stuff, and they’re not being granted any sort of anonymity.” 
“What.” That shocked me, so many people were working on murder cases, drug trafficking 
cases. And they’re just being laid off, like a pig lying belly up to a lion. And I’m one of those 
people. I’m about to be in danger. 


“Uuuhh, you good Joe you ain’t saying anything.” 


“Yeah... I’m fine.” I stated as I walked past him and into the door, to the first floor of the 
building. Ithen walked into the building passing some familiar faces after walking through the 
shortcut gray carpet and beige paint with wood beams on the corners and top of each wall. I 
ambled through into the solid steel elevator as the door closes swiftly and nips a bit of coat in the 
process. I’m alone in the elevator and hit the button to the third floor. After waiting a little bit I 
entered the extremely busy third floor of the department. Like it always was. I looked around for 
a way to get in through the wall of people in front of the door and I scooted myself in and started 
walking to my office past the tiny cubicle of the service workers and their potted plants. I open 
the plasticy glass door with a polished wood frame, noticing my name card removed. Sad, but I 
don’t have time for that. I pull down the lever handle and push it open to my office. I notice three 
boxes in the far left corner, with the top one with my old uniform. I grab it and fold it into a 
neatly made small square and pull out the pin badge and put it on the pocket of my button up 
shirt. I realized though 1 still needed to check in with the boss for any assignments, I think I 
probably just passed him. So I walked out the door asking the nearest person I knew where he 
was. Unfortunately that person had to be Nicholas Jacob Anderson. And no I didn’t ask him, he 
just asks you. No matter what you're doing. 

“Well look who it is! It's the head honcho of the reject squad! Gonna enjoy your severance 
package huh?” he tried to shout smugly while making the remark, and leaning against the 
outside of his cubicle. 

“You think it's funny that we’re gonna get laid off? You know you alone couldn't hold this place 
up without some of us handing you OUR reports.” I said trying to project my voice louder than 


he said the joke from earlier. 


“Yeah ok sure, well what’d you want over here, coffee, water, some HELP with your report? 
Some pity for your severance package maybe?” 

“No, I wanna know where the boss is, I haven't seen his car in the lot or him in the office and I 
need my assignment for the week.” 

“Heh, wow you really wanna see the boss huh? What does have MORE money for you to just lie 
on your A*S for a month until you find a job!” 

“What the hell is up with you and my goddamn package!? You’re acting like I’m gonna blow it 
on some dumb sh*t like you would, and that I’m not gonna use it for my food, and my gas.” I 
said in a hurried and exasperated tone. 

“Yeah well with that junky car of yours, it's probably why YOU try to solve your problems with 
gambling and dumping your money like a trash compactor!” 

“Yeah ok I don’t care, I'm gonna find Mr. Abraham ." and as I said that we heard the screeching 
of a car and a quick spray of bullets from out the window on the left side of the building. Half of 
the office looked out the window and the rest of them ducked under their desks in their cubicles, 
and me and some other people grabbed our courage and hopped in the elevator. 

“Was that a drive by?” I thought to myself, but nobody could’ve been outside or walking into the 
building besides. Abraham. We all launched ourselves out the elevator and groups of people 
were bolting towards the door. And we saw on the floor outside, Mr Abrahmas getting some 
medical attention from some of the members from our department. This was at about eleven fifty 
three and in about seven minutes the ambulance and a couple of fellow officers showed up and 
started collecting evidence and interviews from everyone. And at the time Abraham was 
pronounced dead and laid in a body bag. 


CHAPTER 2 DESERTER 


It's a day later, as I’m walking past the obnoxiously mocking police tape and the chalk outline 
with a police cruiser near it, I look at them looking at the tire tracks, they’re a mockery of 
Abraham. So far the most details we have is that what caliber of bullet was shot, and that the 
shots pierced his lungs and he gasped his last breath into his sweet release. But by far the most 
important detail we have is that the security cameras caught the car and license 

made the drive-by. It was a black Dodge Charger, Hellcat SRT which made a sharp turn before 
the trigger was pulled. But we don't have any sort of a motive, or any evidence as to who had 
shot Abraham, but something shocking that was found in the mail to the station. It was a letter 
cut out from a magazine issue stating 

“On exactly 12:00, on June 21st, and, over the course of 3 weeks, we are going to assassinate 5 
members of the detective department of El Paso, Texas. You’ve been making it very hard for us 
to do the job we were paid for, so we expect some money in return. 75,000 dollars left on the 
side of the road of 4085 Mcnutt Rd at 1:00 am. If these demands aren't met by the 28th we will 
follow through with the murders of the selected detectives.” 

Thankfully we already happen to know the gang that most likely committed the murder, as of 
March twenty fourth there was a big drug bust we had set up for a while by the border. 
Thankfully we were able to gather some effective info on the case. So we know that it was the 
Sinola cartel, notorious for selling and exporting drugs from the gulf and into the U.S. and all 
around Mexico. But by far the most useful piece was where they were hiding so me and a unit 
head out to go bust them. I was contemplating even coming along on the mission but after 
thinking it over for two days I tagged along. Their hideout was in the SouthEast of the station 
which was an extremely stupid move by them. Although it was hidden well 1t was pretty close to 


some main roads. Man, sometimes I wish we never discovered drugs. All of them, they ruined 


the lives of many people, made my best friend OD, and had me losing my mind and myself since 
I was sixteen. Every day I felt like my face was a camera, like a robot, like I was just recording 
the tragic parts of my life. It was sad wanting to stop and not feeling like I’m even real. But I 
sobered up, and I don’t approve of this stuff any more. I was gonna be the downfall of drugs in 
this town. As soon as we stopped we let the jumpout boys straight at the building. They led us in 
the house at ten fifty, kicking the door down with a stomp of the first guy's boot on the door and 
it caved in real easy. The guys up ahead shouted “EPPD HANDS UP!” and everybody in there 
bent their knees and dropped like flies. “You’re all under arrest!” But one guy upstairs didn’t go 
out easily. 

“YOU AIN’T TAKING ME!” he screamed as he loaded his gun and fired, he hit two people as I 
ducked under a desk against the stairs. 

“CORRALE!” the gunner shouted as footsteps upstairs scattered under some people started 
jumping out the window leaving silhouettes in the blinds. I assumed most of them headed for the 
garage so I jumped and opened the door to the garage as I saw them hop in the car and go. It was 
stupid to leave the others behind but I felt like I had to. I then dashed for one of the cruisers there 
and I found the key in the ignition, turned it and bolted towards them. They found themselves at 
an intersection and they made a U-turn passing me and the car. 

“OH SH*T OH SH%T!” I lost control trying to turn toward them and swerved, hitting a power 
on the left side of the road with the front right side of the car. They were so sloppy with 
everything, it coulda been easy, but I failed. Three officers were killed. And I was stripped of my 
rank before I was off duty. It was embarrassing, but I wasn’t gonna let nothing stop now. 

I was gonna pack my things, they most likely escaped into Mexico. But I couldn’t do anything 


about it. I just let myself go. Go real deep. And I wasn’t sober anymore. It was May, I was lost. I 


was homeless. And one day, I had the worst trip of my life. I was seeing my friends, and 
Abraham, and my parents, and they all told me that I should be angry. That I should’ve tried to 
do something when my car crashed, and I shoulda tried to shoot at them and pop their tires. Or I 
coulda radio for help from other units to chase them down. And then I got angry. They told me to 
grab everything I had and go to the dessert near the house we busted them at. So during the trip I 
grabbed everything from my bread box and shoved it in a bag. Then I think I grabbed some food 
and water or something. Then I just grabbed one of my travel bags with all the stuff I was too 
lazy to unpack. But something I remembered the most was grabbing my gun, thinking about how 
I was gonna find every single person in that car. And who knows what I was planning to do with 
it. So I stumbled out of my house at something like midnight and started walking down the 
street, I took a right turn a lot. And So many times that I thought I went backwards. I walked past 
all the funny looking people, with swirly faces like the top of a soft serve, and they were all 
looking at me while dancing like a reflection in moving waters. And I started panicking and 
started running fast. REAL fast, but it felt like I had syrup on the bottom of my shoes, andlike I 
was about to fall face first on the ground. Soon enough when I was almost outta breath It felt like 
my thought was swollen and about to pop like a bubble. And then I hit the floor and It felt as if 
Mike Tyson himself hit me with a right hook to my whole body, and while I was laying down I 
felt sand, or cotton or something like that. And I just looked up at the dark night sky. It looked 
like a painting, like it was painted by someone who’s best friends with painting. It was weird. 
Not knowing where I was, and the sky could fall any second. But it never did. I just laid there on 
the floor. It was cold, but It was calm, it was nice. It felt like I was a leaf drifting through a 
stream, or just a rock in a cave, it felt calm. It felt simple just being there. I was so tired of 


worrying and putting all my time towards everything. And the deep blue sky was calling me. 


CHAPTER 3 WHERE AM I 

I woke to the hot desert sun beaming in my eye and the heat pouring down on my face. I was 
dazed, and as soon as I got up I stumbled and rolled down a small dune for three seconds, eating 
sand at the bottom of the hill where I am greeted by a hand as I peek my head up. 

“Estas Bien?” An older fourty year old man said with a hat and a scratchy, black beard. His voice 
sounded really gravely, and raspy, like he’s never cleared his throat ever. 

“Uhhh, no, no hablo Spanish” I kinda muttered with a stamper. He nodded and walked us about a 
hundred and thirty feet to a road with his truck parked on the side. I got into the truck in the 
back. 

“You’re not from this side of the border are you?” I was caught off guard with his English. 

“No, I just wandered over this way somehow.” 

“What do you mean somehow?” You don’t know how you wound up here?” 

“No I don’t,, I was tripping off something when I ran for a while. But anyways how’d you find it 
on the side of the road in the desert?” 

“Well you left a trail of a bunch of your things towards you. Hey, just be glad I didn’t think of 
taking any of it!” He said before chuckling to himself. But then I realized. Where are we going? 
“Wait a second uuuhm.” 

“Reymundo.” He replied 

“Well Reymundo, where are we going?” 

“Oh well I got to do something over in the next town, soooo.” 


“Yeah but I gotta go home, so could you just call me and uber or something?” 


“What's an Über, that a friend of yours or something or something? Or look how about this, I go 
to the next town over and I give you a bus pass or something to get back to where you need to 
be, that sound good to you?” 

“Yeah that’ll work.” After about seven minutes of silence I saw him pull out a map instead of 
any sort of GPS or phone. 

“Sooo, why do you prefer maps over GPS.” 

“The hell is a GPS? You sure you didn’t overheat or anything because I got some water in the 
very back.” 

“No I'm fine but how come you don’t know what a GPS is, hell do you even have a cell phone or 
anything?” How come this guy doesn’t have a phone? Then he turned on the old stereo radio to 
hear this old sounding song called “Rose Garden” 

“Wait a second, what's the date, as of today?” 

“What’d you mean? It's May tenth.” Well that's wrong, how could time have gone backwards. I 
know it’d seem stupid to ask him this but It was just curiosity. 

“Say what year 1s 1t right now?” 

“Sooo when you said you tripped, did you also trip on your face? Cause it's the same goddamn 
year man, 1970.” What. No, he's absolutely messing with me. HOW. HOW COULD I HAVE 
GONE BACK IN TIME? Soon enough though I just realized that I was probably just still 
tripping or something yeah, that must be it. But, everything looked normal, and everything felt 
normal too. So could he be telling the truth? Well either way the first thing I need to do is get 
back to the U.S. then figure this whole thing out. 


“Alright, we’ve stopped here. I just gotta pick up some, things before we start going alright.” 


“If you say so man.” I looked out the window and we were in this nice looking street. We were 
parked next to this nice three story building with a front yard paved in stone. It had a black fence 
with a brick base and some nice plants to brighten up the place. But after about ten minutes I was 
getting a little curious as to if he was lying or not, or if he was crazy or something. So I started 
looking through the bottom of the passenger seat and through the glove compartment for clues. 
And I found a new looking magazine in an old fashioned way, and yup there it is. The issue date, 
April thirtieth, 1970. And I just collapsed there in disarray. So how on earth was I gonna get back 
to the present. And what was taking Reymundo so long? I decided to go check on him. I slowly 
opened the front gate by forcing my hand through a slot and unhinging the lock. I slipped in 
stepping onto the slightly elevated pavement, past the potted plants and into the side door. 

I slowly walked into the well furnished living and to the stairs across the door. I started walking 
up before I heard Reymundo say. 

“You got the stuff?” emphasis on stuff. Then I heard another man say something about how its 
been hard getting it across the border lately. 

“You better not screw up this transport, these are some of the finest exports you’ ll ever see. A 
gram of this alone could cost 150 Usd.” I looked in my pocket to find that I had my gun in my 
pocket. Should I shoot this guy? But he helped me get out of the desert. So I crept down the 
stairs and grabbed the yellow phone on the desk and took it to the kitchen in the back to call nine 
one one and let the cops come. And I walked away taking the van with me. I had to survive a 
week, till I got sad. Real sad, that I was never gonna come back. So I just took a nap and woke 
up. 


“UH WHERE THE HELL AM J?” OH MY GOD. THANK GOD. It was just a bad trip. 
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